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dough	is	one	cohesive	ball	that	does	not	stick	to	the	bowl.	Take	the	bowl	off	the	mixer	and	cover	the	bowl.	You	can	also	hand	mix	the	dough	in	a	bowl	and	kneed	it	on	a	countertop	by	hand.			 Let	the	dough	rise	for	an	hour	to	an	hour	and	a	half,	depending	on	the	temperature	in	the	room,	until	it	has	doubled	in	bulk.			 Finely	slice	one	onion.	Punch	down	the	dough	and	mix	in	the	chopped	onions	and	the	walnuts.	Mix	with	a	dough	hook	in	an	electric	mixer	or	knead	in	by	hand	in	the	bowl.	On	the	counter,	sprinkle	a	thin	dusting	of	flour.	Divide	the	dough	into	four	equal	pieces.	Shape	the	dough	into	rounds.		 Preheat	the	oven	to	400	degrees.	Let	the	dough	rise	on	a	baking	sheet	with	cornmeal	scattered	underneath	for	one	to	two	hours	until	they	have	doubled	in	bulk.	Bake	for	45	minutes	and	let	cool	for	a	half	hour	before	cutting	into	the	loafs.											
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The	Diagnosis	

















































































women	in	our	family	don’t	go	grey,	they	go	blond.	No,	I’ll	keep	that	in	my	pocket	for	later,	family	is	the	most	important	as	well	as	having	close	girlfriends.			 The	word	mishpokhe	doesn’t	glide	off	my	tongue	but	tickles	the	back	of	my	throat.	I	haven’t	gotten	the	hang	of	the	guttural	ח, in החפּשמ. What would Grace Paley’s 
stories sound like in Yiddish? Would the guttural letters seep into the crevasse of her 
empathy or crush the text’s duality?  
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Oregon		 My	brother	was	supposed	to	visit	our	grandparents	in	the	spring	with	his	girlfriend.	They	got	a	refund	for	their	tickets	when	our	grandparents	decided	to	rent	an	apartment	in	Doylestown	until	the	summer.	I	called	the	night	after	they	canceled	the	flight;	they	would	be	missing	the	ocean	air.	The	salty	breeze	drifted	through	the	town	naturally	seasoning	the	plates	of	food.	Yet	the	abundance	of	the	forest	sweetened	the	mollusks,	vegetation	and	fish.	Nowhere	else	was	the	salmon	so	delicately	sweet	and	innately	salty.	The	flesh	was	a	light	pink	rippled	with	muscles	and	fat.	Only	here	were	the	blackberries	so	large	and	luscious.	When	they	ripen	in	the	summer,	Shelley	is	known	to	make	blackberry	cordial	that	she	gives	out	to	friends	as	gifts.		Bears	and	mountain	lions	still	wandered	the	woods	collecting	their	own	stash	of	abundance.	Sharks	prowled	the	waters,	rarely	attacking	humans,	having	enough	to	eat	themselves	and	because	the	waters	were	too	cold	for	humans	to	dive	into.		 I	come	every	couple	of	years	to	visit	my	grandparents	on	their	perch	on	the	hill.	They	moved	to	the	wilderness	from	our	small	town	ten	years	ago.	Shelley’s	brick	lined	garden	in	Pennsylvania	became,	in	Oregon,	a	hillside	balcony	of	roses	and	ferns.	Foxgloves	were	replaced	by	blackberry	bushes	and	visiting	rabbits	exchanged	for	black	bears	and	eagles.	Bushes	rustled	as	their	small	motor	vehicle	rambled	up	the	hilltop	on	the	dirt	road	up	to	the	tree	house	in	the	woods.	Expansive	glass	windows,	painted	woodcarvings,	and	bird	skulls	adorn	the	Architect’s	and	the	Naturalist’s	hideout	in	the	woods.	
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The	Hawk		 They	called	to	tell	me	that	they	had	saved	a	hawk.	It	was	sitting	on	the	side	on	the	road	with	its	feathers	peaked	out,	stunned.	It	didn’t	take	much	to	revive	it.	When	Shelley	got	out	of	the	car	to	pick	it	up,	the	hawk	flew	away.	She	called	with	Maggie	on	their	way	to	radiation.		I	saw	my	own	hawk	a	couple	days	after.	Its	feathers	were	askew,	blowing	in	the	wind.	It	must	have	been	an	adolescent	hawk,	only	some	of	its	feathers	were	the	dark	red	brown	of	a	mature	red-tail.	I	drove	past	it	without	stopping;	I	was	on	the	way	to	the	diner	with	a	friend.	On	the	main	road,	I	slowed	down	to	see	it	but	couldn’t	find	a	place	to	pull	over,	wondering	if	it	needed	my	help.												
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Spring		 The	buds	are	starting	to	appear	on	the	trees,	spots	of	red	and	pink	are	appearing	from	the	tendrils	of	branches.	The	winter	had	gone	on	so	long	I	didn’t	know	if	I	could	trust	the	warm	weather	to	stay.	It	had	snowed	last	week.	I	looked	over	at	the	magnolia	tree	afraid	to	see	the	buds	freeze	over.		
I’m	going	to	go	do	some	handstands.	I	watched	Teagan’s	cheeks	blush	as	the	blood	rushed	to	her	head.	The	ground’s	too	muddy	here.	She	moved	over,	poking	the	ground	with	her	toe.	Try	going	to	the	right.	The	sun	had	come	out	and	lit	a	spot	next	to	the	other	benches.															
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The	Faith	Stories			 I	don’t	skip	to	the	end	of	novels	like	my	friends	used	to.	I	linger	on	the	first	page.	Reading	into	too	much	in	the	first	sentence,	so	that	I	imagine	the	middle	does	not	hold	too	many	surprises.	Yet,	when	I	tried	to	write	my	last	sentence,	I	skipped	to	the	end	of	Grace	Paley’s	“Listening.”		After	all	the	stories,	I’m	surprised	that	Faith	did	not	get	her	absolution.																			
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Artist’s	Statement		 My	grief	is	not	Jewish.	My	Jewish	identity	did	not	inform	how	I	have	responded	to	my	sister’s	illness,	yet	I	find	myself	reading	Jewish	authors	to	cope	with	it.	Grace	Paley’s	collection	of	short	stories	moves	from	my	bed	stand	to	my	bag;	the	back	cover	has	ripped	from	hapless	transportation.	The	empathy	and	humor,	in	Paley’s	short	stories,	are	entwined	with	the	writer’s	sense	of	family.		Reading	Paley’s	stories,	as	well	as	Ruth	Reichl’s	books,	has	informed	the	use	of	family	as	a	Jewish	value	within	Doylestown.	Even	when	I	was	unable	to	be	with	my	family	for	the	Jewish	holidays,	I	felt	compelled	to	celebrate	them	because	they	connect	me	to	the	traditions	I	have	grown	up	with	and	to	my	family.	Family	is	not	only	a	Jewish	value	but	it	is	central	to	my	cultural	identity.		The	collection	includes	Jewish	content	because	I	am	Jewish,	as	is	my	family.	The	fictionalized	family	members	in	the	collection	observe	the	Jewish	holidays	culturally,	if	not	religiously.	My	family	is	not	religious.	Over	time,	they	have	replaced	Talmudic	debate	with	fervent	discourse	about	food.	The	recipes	my	grandmothers	have	passed	down,	which	are	in	the	collection,	are	a	part	of	the	Ashkenazi	cooking	tradition.	Only	some	words	in	Yiddish	have	trickled	down	to	the	present	generations,	but	my	grandmother’s	recipe	book,	like	the	animals	on	Noah’s	ark,	has	two	of	every	Eastern	European	food.	There	are	two	separate	recipes	for	kugel,	stuffed	cabbage,	as	well	as	apple	cake.		As	the	stories	reflect	a	Jewish	American	experience,	the	collection	is	suffused	with	Jewish	content.	Yet,	a	Jewish	character	does	not	necessarily	make	a	piece	of	artwork	Jewish.	The	House	of	Mirth	would	not	make	it	onto	my	list	of	Jewish	books	
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because	of	its	stereotypical	and	anti-Semitic	portrayal	of	Rosedale.	Nor	would	having	one	Jewish	character	necessarily	make	the	book	Jewish	if	it	did	not	explore	Jewish	themes	or	subjects.			It’s	easy	to	claim	that	Sholem	Aleichem,	the	author	of	the	Tevye	stories,	which	Fiddler	on	the	Roof	is	based	off	of,	is	a	Jewish	author.	He	wrote	about	Jews	in	a	Jewish	language	and	he	referenced	the	canon	of	Jewish	religious	literature.	It	is	more	difficult	to	argue	that	an	author	like	Kafka,	who	never	referenced	a	single	Jew	in	his	writing,	is	a	Jewish	author.	Yet,	Metamorphosis	would	still	make	it	onto	my	lists	of	Jewish	authors	and	Jewish	books	because	it	includes	Jewish	themes,	such	as	alienation.	Within	a	broad	range	of	secular	culture,	what	makes	literature	Jewish	is	debated	because	Jewish	culture	is	not	monolithic.	When	Jewish	identity	historically	was	defined	within	the	context	religious	practice,	the	rubrics	were	more	explicit	within	the	parameters	of	Jewish	law,	Halakha.			Lenny	Bruce	explained	and	poked	fun	at	the	propensity	to	label	things	as	Jewish	or	non-Jewish	within	Jewish	culture,	where	“pumpernickel	bread”	is	Jewish	and	“Kool-Aid”	is	not.1	The	things	that	are	non-Jewish	in	his	spiel	are	so,	sometimes,	because	they	are	foreign	to	Jewish	culture.	Other	times,	what	defines	“Jewishness”	is	subjective.	A	piece	of	writing	that	is	written	by	a	Jew,	has	Jewish	themes,	and	or	has	Jewish	subjects	would	fit	within	the	parameters	of	what	I	define	as	a	Jewish	book.	
																																																								1	Bruce,	Lenny.	The	Essential	Lenny	Bruce.	Compiled	by	John	Cohen.	St	Albans:		
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Not	everyone	will	agree	with	this	definition.	The	multifaceted	nature	of	the	canon	makes	it	interesting.		Yiddish	has	crept	into	Doylestown,	as	I	have	begun	to	study	the	language	this	year.	It	has	not	been	spoken	as	a	first	language	for	five	generations	in	my	family,	yet	specks	of	Yinglish	pop	up	in	our	everyday	conversations	because	of	our	cultural	heritage.	The	depiction	of	my	family’s	Jewish	American	experience	is	important	to	the	collection	because	it	is	an	extension	of	my	cultural	identity.	I	don’t	read	Grace	Paley	solely	because	her	books	are	Jewish,	but	I	find	comfort	in	their	Jewishness.	The	language	she	conveys	using	a	Yinglish	dialect	is	familiar	and	endearing.	When	I	make	a	Jewish	recipe,	likewise,	I	think	of	the	generations	of	women	and	men	that	made	the	same	food	I	am	cooking.										Works	Cited	Bruce,	Lenny.	The	Essential	Lenny	Bruce.	Compiled	by	John	Cohen.	St	Albans:							Panther,	1975.		
 
 	
